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Author's Notes: 

I've been busting my ass all morning and last night trying it finish this, because honestly a Christmas fic after 
Christmas is just kinda.. meh. But, alas, | only got the first half, the sort of build up, done. Well, something is 
better than nothing, Merry Christmas and Happy Holidays! 


**From @theswanqueen ‘s Tumblr ask for me**: 

‘Oh if you're going to write a continuation of the lingerie fic it would be nice if Danny buys it for Sam OOO 
like if he's out shopping and sees something pretty and thinks ‘Sammy would look gorgeous in this! Y" 

Sorry dear, there's no actual sex in this part, but I'll get to it in the other half.. eventually... 

Length: about 3k 


Warnings/tags: lingerie, cross dressing, no smut yet, established relationship, gift giving, Christmas 


Danny mentally went over the list in his head, arms too full of stuff to actually pull it out of his pocket at the 
moment. He had gotten the regular shopping out of the way, and was now working his way though the upper 
level of the mall, searching for Christmas gifts the one day he could get away from those sneaky brothers. 


He had already gotten a variety of gag gifts and weird oddities the twins were sure to enjoy at Spencer's, and 
a new Christmas sweater for Sam; after some deliberation, a matching one for himself, as well. Their mothers 


were sure to enjoy it. 


It was hard to know what exactly to give when they already had most things they could want, but Danny still 
tried to be thoughtful and give nice things to the people that meant the most to him. 


New boots, a watch, and an engraved harmonica for Jake? Check. 
A vintage fur coat for Josh? Yep, and surprisingly cheap. 


Books for all three Kiszka's? Yes, as well as some parchment, ink, and quills for Joshie - it was one of those 
random finds that hadn't been on his radar of gift ideas, but as soon as he saw them he knew Josh would love 


them. 


All that was left was Sammy. His best friend (now lover, too) always seemed to be both the easiest and worst 
to shop for. He was picky, so picky that, even after all these years, Danny could rarely be 100% sure that 
he'd like his gift. 


He went in and out of every store, desperately searching for *something® that Sam didn't already have, and 


that he would appreciate receiving. 
Nothing. 


Not a single item that would be a good fit to give his new-ish boyfriend, not even a cool pair of sunglasses to 
just fill put some space in his gift bag. 


Danny sighed, deciding to fuck the mall and go Amazon it in the comfort of their bed. But, just as he was 
heading towards the exit, something caught his eye. 


A blue something - pale, like a robin's egg, but speckled with small, shimmering beads instead of brown 


splattered spots. It was a lacy bra, hanging several racks in inside of a Victoria's Secret. 


Danny stopped and stared at it, considering. Sam had said... Sam had said that he would wear whatever Danny 
bought him. It had been nearly two months, and, while they had definitely had sex many, many times since 
then, none of the lingerie items had made another appearance. Sam hadn't even mentioned it again after that 
day, instead only shooting Danny the occasional meaningful look that he interpreted as "Well? I'm waiting, it's on 


you to continue this." 


He took two steps forward, but stopped just before entering onto the lighter tiles of the store's entrance. 
Would Sam actually like this as his Christmas present, instead of other stuff - namely, things he could actually 
tell their family he got? 


Danny turned and was about to walk away, but then spun around for just one last look at the bra. It was so, 
so pretty, and would look so, so good against Sam's tanned skin; he could envision his lover perfectly in that 


little blue piece, coyly teasing Danny as he ran his hands over his lacy chest. 


He took in a sharp breath and marched into the store, bags of presents banging against his thighs as he 
rushed over to the rack to closer inspect the bra. Danny set his purchases down on the ground so he could 


touch it, tentatively reaching out a finger to run over the scalloped trim along one of the cups. 


Danny realized that the one he was looking at would never fit Sam, but, luckily, there was a whole row of blue 
items in different sizes behind it. He flicked through the hangers, eyebrows knitting together at all of the 
different numbers, letters, prices, and, he realized, slightly different styles and designs. 


Which one should he choose - what would look best on Sam, and what would fit him? Danny was at a loss. The 
first bra he had seen and fallen in love with appeared to be the only one of its kind, which was highly 
disappointing but he knew that often happened when shopping - if you fall in love with something, chances are 


it's not going to work out. Such was life. 


The other bras, though: all were the same pale blue, but some had no beading, some possessed a ridiculous 
amount of straps, and one was also covered in purple, trailing vines embroidered over the lace, curling over 


the soft fabric. 
"Sir, do you need any help?" 


Danny startled, looking over his shoulder at a friendly, understanding looking employee. He nodded sheepishly, 
nudging aside some of his bags with his foot so he wasn't barricaded in a circle of paper bags. 


"Yeah, l'm.. | don't know what size to get- yeah," he cut himself off, nearly saying "to get my boyfriend’ but 
realizing that maybe he shouldn't. 


It wasn't like Danny was ashamed of being bisexual, but he figured that revealing he was dating a guy and 
buying him lingerie was not a good idea - not only because she could react weird, but because who knew who 
could recognize him. He decided it was safest to just pretend to be buying a present for his girlfriend, it was 
close enough and completely plausible, if only requiring more thought before he spoke. 


"Of course! Do you know what size she is?" 


He shook his head, looking back at all of the tags. Like every guy, he knew, roughly, that A was small and D 
was big - stereotypically perfect, though Danny disagreed - but there were also double letters and numbers 


that were confusing him. He had no frame of reference to know what size the numbers indicated, nor the 
scope of the sizes. 28 was the smallest he saw, but it still seemed like an awfully big number for Sam's tiny 
ribcage, and many of the other girls he'd met, too. 


"That's all right, this is probably a surprise, huh?" The employee, he saw her name was Stephi, gave him a 


knowing look and a grin, and Danny nodded again, smiling back. 


"Yeah, she.. she's been kind of hinting, but this is totally going to be a surprise and | didn't really think to check 


sizes before | came. She's really small though, very skinny and uh, an A cup, | think. What are the numbers?" 


"Oh, the numbers are for band size, it's like the circumference of the of the ribcage. She'd probably be a 28A, 
that's the smallest we have," Stephi said, sorting through the rack methodically and picking out several of the 


blue bras as well as a few others from a lower rung. "Do these look like they would fit?" 


Danny squinted at them, trying to imagine if they would hang slack on Sam's body or sit snug like they were 
supposed to. 


"| guess, yeah, those look like they'd fit. Though, I've never really seen her wear the shaped ones, she likes 


softer things. They're called, uh, it has ‘brat in it." 


Really, Danny didn't want to get the shaped ones because he thought they would pop off of Sam's body weird 
with nothing to fill them, and that looked both unsexy and uncomfortable. He'd heard one of his past girlfriends 
talk about some bra thing before; it had sounded like a lighter fabric or something, but he just couldn't 


remember what it was called. 
"A brallette? Yes, we have those, here's a few." 


She took the shaped bras and set them aside, holding out a few that looked like lacy, cut off tank tops or 
teddys, soft and thin fabric that would most likely lay flat if nothing was underneath. 


Ah, a brallette! Danny swore he was going to pay more attention to what his partner was talking about when it 
came to stuff like this, be it Sam or another girlfriend - though, he hoped it would only ever be Sam from 


now on. 


Danny looked at the bras she was holding, trying to decide. There was the soft blue one with purple vines 
crawling up from the band at the bottom, little flowers budding up high over the mesh and lace top and then 
continuing over the straps. He really liked that one, so he gently took it from her and kind of tucked it under 


his arm, then continued surveying. 


Another was completely pale pink lace, "Millenial Pink" he was pretty sure. His eyes passed over it, going instead 
for one of similar design but of a rich, deep green color. He grabbed that one too, and decided not to get any 


of the others Stephi was holding. 


He thanked her for her help, figuring he had a good grasp of what bras to get, now. 
"No problem! l'm sure she'll love these, let me know if you need anything else, I'll be at the counter.” 


Stephi turned and started walking away, then came back to him. "Hey, you have a lot of bags, do you want to 
put them next to the counter while you shop, if you think itll be awhile? It might make it easier.” 


Danny grinned at her. "Oh, yes, please, and thank you.” 


He appreciated how nice she was being to him, even though that was techrically her job and she'd probably 
seen many hapless boyfriends in the store before. Still, it was the busy week before Christmas, and she had 
taken the time to patiently help him while people were rushing and yelling and making a mess of things all 
around them. Danny carried his bags over to where she directed and took the metal basket she gave him, 


turning back to survey the store for anything else that caught his eye. 


Over in the left corner, he spotted a table full of colorful pieces of cloth - panties, he realized, looking at the 
mannequins modeling a few pairs. Danny wandered over to them, stopping briefly to run his hands over another 


bra but moving on when he realized it wasn't something Sam was likely to wear. 


There were so many options! Danny knew that there were many, many styles of women's underwear; he was 
proud to say that he had seen quite a few of them first hand. Still, the colorful piles were almost making his 
head hurt, though his heart was beating faster with something that felt like excitement. 


He picked up pair after pair, settling on the IO for $100 deal he saw advertised It seemed ridiculously 
expensive for tiny, flimsy pieces of fabric, but it would be so, so worth it when he got to see Sam's sinful hips 
in these cheeky little triangles. 


Danny grabbed one more pair of panties and another bra - a matching, strappy set - and brought everything 
over to the front of the store, waiting in line with all the other ladies and boyfriends to purchase his secret 
gifts. He grinned at Stephi as she rung him up, thanking her profusely for the help and adding the pink striped 
bag to his chair of others. 


He made his way past the giggling groups of teenage girls out of the store, pausing to give a few of them a 
smile when they blushed and pointed at him. He would stop and take pictures if they asked, but otherwise, he 


was a man on a Mission. 


Danny couldn't get the image of Sam all dressed up for him those two months ago out of his head, his 
stockings and garter, the corset, his sweet smile. He wasn't likely to find a corset like that at a commercial 


mall, but the other stuff - he wanted, he needed, to get the complete outfit. 


His next stop, after dropping all the other gifts at the car like he had originally intended, was a high-end 
‘bohemian’ boutique right next to Macy's. Danny pushed open the door, quitting his lips at some indie cover of 
Jingle Bells playing over the store's speaker. 


Danny smiled widely, looking over the store. Florals, paisley, glitter, lace and satin and taffeta, all hung like 
shimmering, rainbow banners on the walls. He knew what Sam's style was, the only thing he had to do was 
build the bridge between the lingerie he had gotten and what Sam would wear, normally, and it was - hopefully 
- going to be an unforgettable gift. He decided to start at the hair clips and work his way around to the mini 
skirts on the other side. 
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Two hours and nearly two thousand dollars later, he had three full-to-bursting bags of clothing and 
accessories for Sam. Danny knew he had gone over board, and over budget, but every time he thought he had 
found the last item he turned around and another was screaming at him, sometimes from an entirely different 
stode, how good it would look on Sam's lithe body. This new idea had shone a new light on the mall where he 
had previously found nothong of interest to get his lover; now, it was like he couldn't stop the floor of gifts. 


He sighed, hands straining to grasp all of the bag handles as he made his way to the parking lot, trying not to 
knock anyone over with his haul. Now all that was left was wrapping everything up and placing it under the 


tree, where Sam could receive it in a few days time. 


Danny worried his lip in between his teeth as he loaded up the trunk of the car. He was happy with his 
purchases, but that didn't mean Sammy would like them. He tried to quell any doubt in his head, though; Sam 
had asked for Danny to buy him more stuff, so he had. Simple. 


The only thing he had to worry about was the wrong person opening the presents - which, shit, maybe they 
shouldn't go under the tree. 
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Jake was smirking, looking back and forth between Danny's red face and his little brother's more self satisfied, 
but also blushing one. 


"So, Sammy, what did you get? Let us see." 


Sam shook his head at first, looking like he was being asked to feed his arm to a lion, but then slowly raised 
his gift out of the mess of tissue paper. It was a top, silver and covered in shimmering fringe all the way 
down its torso and in lines along the sleeves. Some of the things Danny had gifted Sam toed the line - lacy 
shirts, crop tops, one skirt, booty shorts (though he already wore those) with the hope that Sam would 
actually like them, as in making them a part if his every day wardrobe. Dressing up for sex was fun, but 


Sam's androgyny, even when not sexual, was stil incredibly attractive and Danny wanted to encourage it. 


Jake whistled. "Dang, Sammy, | might have to "borrow" that from you. But that's not what made you blush, 


now let us see it. " 


"Nuh-uh, no can do Jack-o. Do | demand to see everything your girlfriend gives you?" 


"Ooh, so it's that kind of gift!" Josh laughed. He was sitting on the floor, surrounded by shining bits of metallic 
paper and rainbow wrapping, swaddled in a plush red robe and grinning like the little Christmas elf he was; he 
had demanded they each open one gift before they did Christmas with the entire Kiszka-Wagner clan like usual. 


Danny squirmed in his seat, his face getting even darker. He had gotten Sam some regular things so as not to 
arouse suspicion, and then saved most of the special items for later that night, privately hoping Sam would try 
them on and give him a little show. But, he had slipped in one pair of frilly white and black panties to let Sam 
know what was to come. 


Sam adamantly refused to show his brothers anything else in the bag, setting it aside behind his chair and 
shooting Danny a look that could only be described as sultry. Danny swallowed, dry, and opened his own gift 


from Sam. 


It a gorgeous silk robe, starting at a light lavender and melting into a deep, inky black at the bottom. There was 
embroidery along the edges, little flowers and curls trimming the sweeping bell sleeves. Black lace formed a 


belt along the gathered waist, little silver buttons shining against the darkness. 


Danny gasped, softly running his fingers over the fabric, feeling the cool softness and already imagining it 
against his skin. 


Sam leaned over and whispered in his ear, one hand curled around Danny's bicep. "I'll wear anything you get me, 


but | want you to do the same, at least try it. What do you think?" 


Danny turned to Sam, almost at a loss for words. "It's.. its beautiful, Sammy, of course I'll wear it. We'll be 


matching." 


It was incredible how fast Sam was able to take the reins of a situation and flip it - here, Danny had thought 
that he was indulging his lover's interest, but, apparently, Sam had realized that Danny was just as into it and 
brought the control back to himself. Sanny was putty in his hands, buying what he wanted and following every 
order, and he always would be, with joy. 


"Woah, that's cool. But why'd you get Danny a lacy robe?" 


Danny looked up, startled, to see both of the twins leaning over and staring into the box on his lap. He quickly 
put the top back on and shrugged, not sure how he had forgotten they were there. It was the excitement, he 
supposed, and the sentimentality of the gift, too, that had distracted him. 


Jake shook his head, mumbling "Weirdos," under his breath and going to start gathering up the wrapping paper 
strewn all over the floor. There was a weird air in the room, one Danny couldn't quite shake. Sam was still 


sitting way too close to him and giving him looks, not at all helping him get his head back on straight. 


"So, anyways, did | mention that | got us matching sweaters? Mom will love them!" 
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To Be Continued 
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